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BIRDS  OF   PASSAGE 

AND    OTHER   VERSES 


BY 
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Edinburgh :  T.  and  A.  Constable,  Printers  to  His  Majesty 


TO 

MY   MOTHER 

Wis  cannot  speak  the  things  toe  feel. 
How  should  the  inmost  soul  reveal 
Its  inmost  passion^  thro'  a  word 
By  unseen  listeners  overheard? 
I  simply  write  your  name  above — 
For  silence  is  the  eloquence  of  lave. 


♦.-/    ^^_i  -vs*   ^-^     ^-^   ^*~^ 


NOTE 

I  am  indebted  to  the  Editors  of 
'Chambers's  Journal,'  'Country  Life,' 
'Great  Thoughts,'  'The  New  Age,' 
'The  Pall  Mall  Gazette,'  'T.P.'s 
Weekly,'  and  'The  Westminster 
Gazette,'  for  their  courteous  permis- 
sion to  reprint  some  of  the  following 
verses.  G.  T. 
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BIRDS   OF   PASSAGE 

Like  swallows  in  some  dim  cathedral  square, 
Resting  awhile,  then  mounting  free  again. 
So  round  the  cloistered  temple  of  the  brain 

Flutter  the  flocks  of  thought  upon  the  air  ; 

And  now  and  then,  perchance,  they  settle  there. 
But  oh,  we  strive  to  capture  them  in  vain  ; 
For  never  will  the  winged  souls  remain  : 

They  sweep  into  the  sky,  and  vanish — where? 

Return,  ye  swift,  shy  visitants,  return  ! 

Where  have  ye  fled  ?    To  what  enchanted  shore  ? 
If  ye  our  closest  fellowship  must  spurn. 

Return,  and  bring  us  only,  as  before. 
Some  vague,  sweet  song  that   makes  the   spirit 
burn — 

Some  twilight  whispering  of  faery  lore  I 


THE   CUP  OF   HAPPINESS 

Lord  God,  how  full  our  cup  of  happiness  ! 

We   drink   and   drink  —  and   yet   it   grows    not 

less  ; 
But  every  morn  the  newly  risen  sun 
Finds  it  replenished,  sparkling,  over-run  ! 
Hast  Thou  not  given  us  raiment,  warmth,  and 

meat, 
And  in  due  season  all  earth's  fruits  to  eat? — 
Work  for  our  hands  and  rainbows  for  our  eyes, 
And  for  our  souls  the  wings  of  butterflies  ? — 
A  father's  smile,  a  mother's  fond  embrace, 
The  tender  light  upon  a  lover's  face  ? — 
The  talk  of  friends,  the  twinkling  eye  of  mirth. 
The    whispering    silence    of    the    good    green 

earth  ? — 
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THE   CUP  OF   HAPPINESS 

Hope  for  our  youth,  and  memories  for  age, 
And  psalms  upon  the  heavens'  moving  page  ?- 
And  dost  Thou  not  of  pain  a  mingling  pour, 
To  make  the  cup  but  overflow  the  more  ? 

Then,  Lord,  forgive  us  that,  in  our  dismay, 
We  oft,  like  foolish  children,  turn  away, 
And  in  our  hearts  mistrust,  or  else  forget. 
The  Giver  of  the  feast  before  us  set ! 
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THE  GATE   OF   BETHLEHEM 

*  Oh  yes,  I  've  heard  the  wise  men  teach 

Their  self-appointed  creeds ; 
And  know  just  how  the  parsons  preach 

About  the  sinner's  needs  ; 
But,  often  as  I  've  heard  them  rage 

With  shoutings  unreliev'd. 
It  was  no  word  of  priest  or  sage 

My  soul  from  hell  retriev'd. 

It  happened  thus — One  night  I  stepp'd 

Within  a  nursery  door. 
The  moonlight  thro'  the  casement  crept 

And  carpeted  the  floor. 
And,  'mid  the  swords  and  soldiery 

And  horses  scattered  there, 
I  saw  upon  his  bended  knee 

A  little  child  at  prayer. 
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THE   GATE   OF   BETHLEHEM 

And  as  I  softly  stood  and  gazed 

My  soul  with  his  took  wing, 
And  instantly  I  knelt,  amazed. 

Before  the  Heavenly  King — 
A  little  Babe  with  childish  cry  : 

I  saw  Him  and  I  knew, 
And  oh,  I  care  not  how  or  why. 

It  broke  my  heart  in  two  ! 

And  in  one  moment's  flash  I  saw 

The  meaning  of  the  stars  ; 
And  read  the  universal  law. 

Which  only  phantom  bars 
Of  foolish  men  with  blinded  eyes 

And  senses  can  destroy — 
The  law  that  leads  thro'  childlike  cries 

And  love  to  holy  joy. 

I  closed  the  door,  and  silently 
Went  forth  into  the  night ; 

The  full  moon  silvered  all  the  sky. 
The  city  lamps  burned  bright. 
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THE  GATE   OF   BETHLEHEM 

O  Child,  I  cried,  wttk  grace  imbue 

The  stony  hearts  of  them 
Wlio  have  not  found  the  Kingdom,  thro* 

The  gate  of  Bethlehem  !  ' 


SOLITUDE 

I  FOUND  thee,  Solitude,  in  creek  and  cave  ; 

By  lonely  streams  and  silenced  watermills  ; 

Among  the  mystic  whispers  of  the  hills, 
And  on  the  moaning  ocean's  moonlit  wave  ; 
Where  the  west  wind  about  some  mossy  grave 

With  plaint  of  common  doom  the  spirit  chills  ; 

And  in  the  organ's  yearning  voice  which  thrills 
With  ecstasy  some  vast  cathedral  nave. 

But  I  have  known  thee  better  'mid  the  glare 
And  glittering  confusion  of  the  town  ; 

And  in  the  vacant,  melancholy  stare 

Of  them  that  flitter,  ghostlike,  up  and  down. 

Amid  the  clamours  of  the  city  square 

Thy  spirit  holds  her  court  and  wears  her  crown  ! 


THE   QUIET  HARVEST 

Along  the  street  are  sounds  of  fife  and  drum, 
And  lo  !  the  people  shout  that  strength  is  come. 
But  mightier  far,  tho'  trumpeted  the  less. 
Is  strength  that  walks  in  ways  of  quietness. 

The  music  fades,  the  lustre  disappears 
Into  the  mist  of  long-forgotten  years  ; 
And  scarce  the  echo  lives  a  moment's  span 
In  the  impulsive  consciousness  of  man. 

But,  while  in  dust  the  pomp  and  pageant  roll. 
The  quiet  harvest  of  an  earnest  soul 
Shall  stand  for  ever,  heedless  of  decay, 
And  grow  more  perfect  to  the  perfect  day. 


'HAEC  OLIM 


Do  you  remember  how  as  little  boys, 

Sharing  each  other's  fears,  ambitions,  joys — 

When  tired  of  playing  pirates  on  the  sands. 

Or  marching  to  mock  military  bands — 

We  used  by  perilous,  uncharted  ways 

To  clamber  to  the  cliff-top,  and  to  gaze 

For  vessels  passing  shadowy  and  dim 

Along  the  far-receding  ocean  rim  ? — 

And  how,  tho'  oft  'twas  but  the  smoke  we  spied. 

It  was  to  us  a  vision  glorified. 

Which  wafted  mystic  voices  from  afar. 

Calling  from  unknown  lands  beyond  the  bar. 

Where  some  day  we,  grown  men  of  wealth  and 

ease. 
Would  follow  the  good  ship  across  the  seas, 
And  wake  one  morn  to  find  on  either  hand 
The  snowy  peaks,  perhaps,  of  Fairyland  ? 
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'HAEC  OLIM 


Oh,  would  that — now  a  few  brief  years  have  flown, 

And  in  our  hearts  the  thorns  of  care  have  grown — 

We  found  but  time  to  quit  life's  shallow  sands, 

To  flee  awhile  its  querulous  demands. 

And  from  the  cliffs  of  fancy  keep  an  eye 

For  passing  ships  of  hope  and  peace,  which  fly 

The  flag  of  God  and  (tho'  but  dimly  seen 

Across  the  waves  of  mystery  between) 

Bear  whispers  fraught  with  magic  from  some  far 

And  ageless  Fairyland  beyond  the  Bar ! 


ID 


TO  A  CITY   PIGEON 

Born  to  the  boundless  kingdoms  of  the  air, 
Granted  by  God  the  freedom  of  the  sky, 
Thou  choosest  not,  ungrateful  bird,  to  fly 

Unfettered  thro'  the  heavens  fresh  and  fair, 

Preferring,  in  the  gloomy  city  square. 
Where  women  weep  and  little  children  die. 
Remorselessly  to  lay  thy  freedom  by, 

And  feed  upon  the  refuse  wasting  there  ! 

Have  we  not  scorned  our  heritage  as  well  ? 

We,  too,  have  wings — to  mount  with  fancy  free  ; 

But  rather  than  to  soar,  we  choose  like  thee 
To  hide  in  squalor  from  the  sunlight  beams  ; 
And  for  a  mess  of  pottage  still  we  sell 

The  birthright  of  a  boundless  world  of  dreams  ! 


II 


THE   HAVEN 

O  YOUTH  —  whoe'er  you  be  —  with  ardour  burn- 
ing 

From  all  the  chains  of  bondage  to  be  free  ; 
In  all  the  glory  of  the  Springtime  yearning 

To  take  the  open  sea  : 

Cast  yet  a  lingering  look  above  your  shoulder, 
Before  you  flee  to  face  the  flying  foam, 

To  where  behind  the  grey — but  granite — boulder 
Nestle  the  roofs  of  home  ! 

Fair  may  the  waters,  from  the  shore,  be  gleam- 

Wooed  by  the  kisses  of  the  morning  sun  ; 
But  oh,  too  oft  there  comes  an  end  of  dreaming 
Before  the  morn  be  done  ! 
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THE   HAVEN 

There  is  no  ocean  wind  my  soul  relies  on. 

The  fairest  breeze  may  change,   too  soon  we 
learn. 
The  little  barque  that  makes  the  far  horizon 

May  nevermore  return. 

Forsake  not  yet  the  one  well-guarded  haven — 
The  homely  plot,  however  rude  and  bare  ; 

For  where  the  pier  with  love  supreme  is  paven, 
What  storm  may  conquer  there  ? 
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THE   UNSEEN   BRIDGE 

There  is  a  bridge,  whereof  the  span 
Is  rooted  in  the  heart  of  man, 
And  reaches,  without  pile  or  rod, 
Unto  the  Great  White  Throne  of  God. 

Its  traffic  is  in  human  sighs. 
Fervently  wafted  to  the  skies  ; 
'Tis  the  one  pathway  from  Despair, 
And  it  is  called  the  Bridge  of  Prayer. 
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THE   HYPOCRITE 

One  night  in  Portman  Square  there  died 
A  man  of  riches,  fame  and  pride. 
He  headed  many  a  *  free-will '  list. 
'  Death  of  the  Great  Philanthropist ! ' 
The  newsboys  cried,  and  people  said, 
*  What  shall  we  do  now  he  is  dead  ? ' 
But  they  dreamt  not — how  could  they  tell  ?- 
That  even  then  he  was  in  Hell. 
And  had  they  known  it,  their  surprise 
Were  less  than  glistened  in  the  eyes 
Of  the  rich  man  himself  when  he 
Awoke  to  his  catastrophe. 
He  asked  of  Satan  :   '  Sir,  how  's  this  ? 
They  booked  me  for  the  Realms  of  Bliss  ! 
I  paid  to  God  a  million  pounds  ; 
I  opened  recreation  grounds  ; 
15 


THE   HYPOCRITE 

Endowed  of  hospitals  a  score, 
Of  public  libraries  still  more  ; 
And,  out  of  my  unfathomed  pity, 
Took  poor  slum  children  from  the  city 
Twice  every  year,  and  gave  them  buns 
Where  the  shy  Thames  by  Richmond  runs  ; 
And  when  the  Sabbath  morn  came  round 
In  church  I  always  might  be  found — 
I  dropped  my  sovereign  in  the  plate, 
And,  what  is  more,  I  ne'er  was  late. 
They  called  me  *'  Patron  of  the  Poor," 
I  thought  my  seat  in  Heaven  secure.' 


And  Satan  said  :  '  Now  tell  me,  friend, 
Of  that  foul  factory  near  Mile  End, 
Where,  in  unmitigated  gloom 
Deep  as  the  shadow  of  the  tomb. 
Weak  women  stitched  their  sight  away — 
For  a  few  wretched  pence  a  day — 
That  your  name  might  adorn  a  list. 
And  you  be  dubbed  "  philanthropist."  ' 
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THE   HYPOCRITE 

There  was  a  moment's  awful  hush  ; 
The  wealthy  man  could  only  blush. 
Then  Satan  spake  again  :  *  Come,  sit 
Upon  my  right  ;  a  hypocrite 
Is  of  all  souls  most  welcome  here — 
Myself  of  hypocrites  am  peer. 
Around,  my  lesser  angels  stand  ; 
Sit ^ou,  my  friend,  at  my  right  hand  ! ' 
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SYMPATHY 

I  LOST  the  upland  path  of  joy. 
There  greeted  me  a  grown-up  boy, 
Who  said,  I^m  Wit;  IHl  lead  you  hack — 
But  straightway  led  me  off  the  track  ! 

There  came  a  proud  and  portly  man. 
Whose  tongue  with  oily  smoothness  ran. 
His  name  was  Reason  ;  but  he  left 
Me  deeper  still  within  the  cleft. 

There  came  an  hermit.     Trust  in  me; 
I  arriy  said  he,  Philosophy. 
I  followed  him — alas  !  to  find 
The  blind  was  leading  still  the  blind. 

Then  came  a  maid  called  Sympathy. 
A  tear-drop  glistened  in  her  eye  ; 
And  lo  !  I  saw  reflected  there 
The  pathway  back  to  purer  air  ! 
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THE  TOY-SHOP 

Lean,  ragged,  yet  their  eyes  afire — 
Their  raw  and  freezing  noses  press'd 
Against  the  glistening  window,  dress'd 

To  meet  a  pampered  child's  desire — 
In  the  bleak  night  two  urchins  stand, 
And  lo,  they  are  in  Fairyland  ! 


Rank  upon  rank  the  people  flee, 

Like  leaves,  before  the  keen-edged  wind  ; 

But  they,  but  they,  with  hands  entwin'd 
Care  not,  for  thro'  the  glass  they  see 

Of  wealth  and  wonder  such  a  blaze 

That  their  hearts  kindle  as  they  gaze. 
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THE  TOY-SHOP 

Majestic  cruisers  they  behold, 

Sweeping  triumphant  o'er  the  seas  ; 
Aeroplanes  swaying  on  the  breeze  ; 

Horses  at  pasture  on  the  wold  ; 

Carts  on  their  round  with  morning  milk, 
And  maidens  all  arrayed  in  silk ! 


Look,  look  !  cries  one,  that  engine  there 
Is  driven  by  steam;  and  instantly 
They  both  are  journey-bound  to  see 

Some  far  dream  city's  magic  fair. 
By  town  and  hamlet,  hill  and  mead, 
Their  train  roars  on  with  lightning  speed. 


And  see,  the  other  cries,  that  fort! 

And  on  their  ears  the  bugles  blow  ; 

Regiments  of  redcoats  come  and  go. 
And  guns  discharge  a  fierce  report. 

The  walls  are  won,  and  lost — and  then 

Within  a  moment  won  again. 
20 


THE  TOY-SHOP 

Rank  upon  rank  the  people  flee, 

Like  leaves,  before  the  keen-edged  wind- 

Are  their  souls  deadj  their  senses  blind? 
Well  clad,  they  pass  dejectedly 

Where  two  lean,  ragged  urchins  stand 

Gazing  far  into  Fairyland  ! 
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AGE  AND   YOUTH 

I  KNOW  a  white-haired  man  ;  I  know 

A  bright-eyed  boy 
With  rippling  laughter — one  is  Woe, 

The  other  Joy. 

In  outward  form  they  're  sundered  wide 

As  pole  from  pole  ; 
Yet  in  the  depths  of  each  must  hide 

Some  common  soul. 

For  wheresoe'er  Joy  goes,  some  lure 

Brings  Woe  there  too  ; 
And  should  Woe  lead  the  way,  'tis  sure 

Joy  will  pursue. 

And  so  they  have  small  care  for  truth. 

It  seems  to  me, 
Who  idly  tell  us  age  and  youth 

Will  ne'er  agree. 
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PRODIGUS  AURI 

There  lived  a  child  upon  the  coast  of  Wales. 

He  wandered  wild  and  happy  week  by  week. 
The  sea  was  in  his  bright  blue  eye  ;  the  gales 

Had  set  their  glory  on  his  glowing  cheek. 
He  lived  with  Nature  and  was  loved  of  her  ; 

The  sky,   the  waves,  the  meadows   and   the 

hills, 
The  woods  and  winding  rills, 
Had  tongues  for  him  and  set  his  heart  astir. 

He   loved   to    watch  —  while   hours   their    circles 
ran — 
The  foaming  horses  prancing  on  the  sea  ; 
He  loved  to  climb  the  topmost  crags  to  scan 
Dim  vessels  bound  to  shores  of  mystery. 
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PRODIGUS  AURI 

And,  with  each  sense  alert,  he  rambled  far 

Thro'  field  and  forest,  and  when  all  was  soft 
And  still  at  night,  he  oft 

Would  leave  his  bed  to  see  his  favourite  star. 

And  thus  he  roved  the  realms  of  Fairyland. 
No  shadow  crossed  the  heaven  of  his  joy. 
He  tasted  pleasures  new  on  every  hand  ; 

Nor  ever  found  them  for  an  hour  to  cloy. 
And  wondered  why  the  folk  in  chapel  used 

Such  foreign  means  to  find  their  God,  when  He 
Moved  clearly  on  the  sea, 
And  with  His  presence  earth  and  sky  suffused. 

But  one  day  came  along  the  countryside 

A  man  from  London,  vending  patent  wares. 
He  told  the  boy — in  jest — of  London's  pride 

And  of  her  gold-paved  streets  ;  but  ah  !  the  tares 
Implanted  in  the  youthful  mind  leapt  up. 

And  soon  a  mother  mourned  for  her  lost  son 
Who  (ere  few  years  had  run) 
Was  drinking  deeply  of  the  miser's  cup. 

24 


PRODIGUS  AURI 

And,  as  he  drank  still  deeper,  all  the  blue 

Of  the  Welsh  waters  faded  from  his  eyes  ; 
And  in  its  stead  the  frozen  visage  grew 

Of  them  that  chase  the  world's  frail  butterflies. 
The  wonder  of  the  woodlands  that  had  thrilled 

His  senses   now  was    dumb  ;    and,   tho'  he 

gained 
The  gold  for  which  he  strained. 
The  skylark's  music  in  his  heart  was  stilled. 

At  length  he  died,  an  old  and  withered  man. 

His  purse  was  full — but  empty  was  his  soul. 
He  had  accomplished  every  cherished  plan  ; 

He  had  attained  his  self-appointed  goal. 
But  no  one  to  his  death  a  heeding  gave  ; 

No  wife  or  children  followed  him  with  tears 
On  his  last  ride — the  years 
Have  brought  no  lilies  to  his  lonely  grave. 


25 


THE   GLORY  OF  THE   GALE 

Some  crave  that  o'er  life's  ocean-waste 

Perpetual  peace  prevail ; 
Grant  me,  O  Fate,  sometimes  to  taste 

The  glory  of  the  gale  ! 

Grant  me  sometimes  a  wrathful  sky, 
With  cloudage  grim  and  black  ; 

Grant  me  a  fight  to  fight,  that  I 
May  glow  with  proud  attack. 

What  knows  he  of  the  rapturous  dawn 
Who  ne'er  kept  watch  by  night  ? 

What  of  the  shore  who  ne'er  was  drawn 
With  surging  sea  to  fight? 
26 


THE   GLORY   OF   THE   GALE 

And  what  shall  be  life's  eventide, 
And  what  the  day  beyond, 

To  him  who,  ne'er  by  tempest  tried. 
Has  sailed  a  placid  pond  ? 


27 


THE  FLOOD  TIDE 

Like  helpless  vessels  sunken  in  the  mire 
Of  some  great  tidal  estuary  are  we, 
Who  sometimes  fain  would  sail  life's  open  sea, 

But  need  the  strength  to  fortify  desire. 

Our  feeble  souls  within  themselves  retire, 
Lacking  the  moral  tide  to  set  them  free, 
And  sweep  them  out  to  the  immensity 

O'er  which  the  lights  of  heaven  flash  with  fire. 

Rush  in,  thou  full  flood  tide  of  God,  rush  in  ! 

Give  us  the  power  we  have  not  of  ourselves. 

Lift  us  above  the  soul-engulfing  shelves 
Of  sordid  slothfulness  or  empty  strife  ; 
And  on  thy  surging  waters  let  us  win 

The  boundless  sea  of  sacramental  life  ! 
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NATURE 

While  yet  I  was  a  boy  thou  wast  my  mother ; 

Thy  ways  were  mine,  thy  heart  was  one  with 
me, 
And,  wrapt  in  thy  embrace,  I  sought  no  other 

To  bear  me  company. 

We  had  one  voice,  one  being,  one  endeavour. 

Thy  secrets  lay  unlocked  within  my  breast. 
And  all  my  childish  craving  was  for  ever 

With  thee  to  toil  and  rest. 

What  cared  I  for  the  world  or  for  its  fashion  ? 
The   myriad   sights   and   sounds   of  wold   and 
lea, 
The  moving  sky,  the  sea's  eternal  passion 
Were  friends  enough  for  me. 
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NATURE 

But,  now  a  little  while  has  followed  after, 
And  oft  we  seem  pursuing  diverse  ends. 

Oh,  now  I  languish  for  the  love  and  laughter, 
The  warmth  of  fireside  friends  ! 

And  I  will  bask,  perchance,  within  their  favour. 
Absorbing  all  the  sunshine  of  their  praise. 

And  in  my  nostrils  breathe  the  goodly  savour — 
For  just  a  few  brief  days  ! 

A    few    brief   days !     For    human    friends   are 
fickle. 
And  oft,  if  true,  they  fail  to  understand, 
While    Death    sweeps   ever   with    his    ruthless 
sickle 
Across  the  sunlit  land. 

A    few    brief   days !     Then    back    to    thy    em- 
braces 

Thy  child  shall  turn  for  succour  once  again 
And  hide  him,  Nature,  in  thy  secret  places 

To  ease  him  of  his  pain. 


NATURE 

And  when  at  length  the  tides  of  time  shall  bear 
him, 

A  derelict,  upon  oblivion's  wave. 
Thou  only  wilt  remember,  and  wilt  spare  him 

A  primrose  for  his  grave  ! 
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THE  STILL  SMALL  VOICE 

The  sunset  swept  with  gold  the  village  street, 
And  carpeted  with  light  the  distant  lea, 

When  dimly  on  the  silent  air  there  beat 
The  tramp  of  infantry. 

Onward  the  host,  with  ordered  footsteps,  came. 
The  red  coats  flashing  clear  against  the  gold. 

The  helmets  answering  back  the  sunset's  flame, 
The  bugles  loud  and  bold. 

And   from   their  cottage    doors   the   folk   flocked 
out, 
Old  men  and  young  and  women,  eagerly  ; 
While  all  the  children  raised  a  merry  shout 
In  ecstasy  of  glee. 
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THE  STILL  SMALL   VOICE 

And  all  the  village  heart  beat  warm  and  wild 
To   see   the   pomp    that   spake  of   might   and 
power, 

To  hear  the  arrant  trumpet  that  defiled 
The  holy  sunset  hour. 

But,  slowly  as  the  passing  of  the  day, 
Along  the  white  road  and  beyond  the  hill, 

The  last  faint  blare  of  music  died  away, 
And  all  again  was  still. 

Save  where,  in  praise  for  peace  recovered  now, 
In  accents  mellow,  full  and  fresh  and  free, 

A  late  thrush,  lonely  on  a  leafy  bough. 
Chirped  a  glad  reverie. 

He  sang  of  hope  begotten  of  despair, 

Of  joy  in  pain,  of  love  that  conquers  fear. 

Of  God  in  all  things,  wonder  everywhere — 
But  none  had  ears  to  hear ! 


33 


MYSTERY 

Of  all  the  gifts  God  gave  to  man 
When  He  the  scheme  of  things  began, 
The  wisest,  so  it  seems  to  me, 
Was  the  great  soul  of  Mystery — 

That  soul  which  lurks  in  all  things  made, 
And  makes  the  human  soul  afraid  ; 
Which  makes  it  ponder  with  dismay 
Upon  the  coarse  and  common  clay  ! 

The  sun  which  rises  every  morn, 
The  silent  hills,  the  waving  corn, 
The  mists  of  eve,  the  buds  of  Spring, 
The  sea's  incessant  murmuring — 
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MYSTERY 

All  these  are  good  ;  but  to  the  wise 
Thrice  good  because  they  symbolise 
Living,  eternal  truths,  which  we 
May,  burning,  feel — tho'  dimly  see. 


And  when  with  fevered  joy  we  sip 
The  cup  of  warm  companionship, 
Is  our  joy  less  because  we  trace 
Some  mystery  in  our  comrade's  face  ? 


'Tis  true,  blind  boasting  spirits  claim 
Each  root  and  branch  of  life  to  name  ; 
To  sound  life's  well-springs  they  pretend  ; 
And  dream  its  goal  to  comprehend. 


But  wise  men  own  a  lifelong  quest 
Is  of  all  goals  the  first  and  best ; 
Since  to  the  soul  the  quest  can  give 
That  zeal  by  which  the  soul  can  live — 
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MYSTERY 

By  which  alone.     Thro'  mystery  led, 
And  by  the  fruits  of  mystery  fed  : 
Thus  only  can  it  gain  the  strength 
All  God's  great  scheme  to  learn  at  length  ! 
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TO  A  FRIEND 

There  is  a  gulf  which  none  may  ever  span, 

The  yawning  gulf  which  sunders  soul  from 

soul, 
Thro'  which  the  dark  mysterious  waters  roll 
Wherein  so  many  chequered  hopes  are  drown'd 
(For  no  one  ever  sought  the  depths  to  sound 
But  added  something  to  the  sorry  scroll)  ; 
And  vainly  thro'  the  mist  we  strive  to  scan 

Some    dimmest   outline   of   the    long-sought 
goal. 

But  sometimes,  when  upon  the  path  I  tire, 
I  see  your  eyes  enkindled  clear  and  bright 
With  that  one  spark  of  penetrating  sight 
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TO  A  FRIEND 

Which  in  the  eyes  of  all  the  world  I  miss  ; 
And  then,  oh  then,  across  the  great  abyss 

There    glimmers,   as    it    seems,   a    point    of 
light- 
One  answering  flash  of  sympathetic  fire 

To  cheer  the  lonely  traveller  thro'  the  night ! 


38 


THE  SHIPS  OF  TWILIGHT 

Beyond  the  gateway  of  the  western  sea, 
The  sun  has  set  in  majesty  and  pride  ; 

And  from  the  port  of  heaven,  silently, 

The  shadow-ships  of  twilight  take  the  tide. 

Onward  they  sweep,  their  purple  sails  serene 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  gentle  breeze — 

Majestic  merchantmen  of  God's  marine. 

Freighted  with  gifts  from  God's  own  treasuries. 

They  bring  refreshment  to  the  burning  brain, 

And  peace  ineffable  to  weary  eyes  ; 
They  carry  balm  to  soothe  the  breast  of  pain  ; 
They    give    the    songs    and    take    away    the 
sighs. 
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THE  SHIPS  OF  TWILIGHT 

They  come  with  dreams  of  youth  to  languid  souls, 
And  o'er  the  blotted  page  a  veil  is  spread  ; 

They  bring  the  drum  of  Fairyland,  that  rolls 
Around  the  little,  sleeping  curly-head. 

And  when  at  length  appears  the  new-born  day. 
And  the  shrill  cock  awakes  the  distant  hill, 

The  shadow-ships  will  slowly  sail  away, 
With  cargoes  of  new  treasure  to  refill. 
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TO  A  GRANDFATHER  CLOCK 

When  thro'  the  darkness  of  a  winter's  day 

I  watch  the  firelight  flashing  on  thy  face ; 
Or  when  a  moonbeam,  on  its  merry  way, 

Illuminates  thy  form  with  mellow  grace  : 
What  voices  from  the  long-forgotten  years 

Call  down  the  opened  corridors  of  time  ; 
What  springs  and  fountains  of  unbidden  tears 

Are  loosened  by  thy  slow  and  stately  chime  I 

O  lone  survivor  of  a  former  age 

When  life  ran  gently  as  a  tranquil  stream  ; 
Before  the  fever  of  our  fretful  rage 

Darkened  its  golden  and  unsullied  gleam  : 
Our  hearts  are  weary  of  the  greed  and  guile, 

The  shoutings  of  the  crowd  that  never  cease  ; 
Oh,  charm  us  back — oh,  charm  us  back  awhile 

Unto  the  long-departed  days  of  peace  ! — 
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TO  A  GRANDFATHER  CLOCK 

Unto  the  days  of  purer  love  and  joys, 

Of  beauty  unusurped  by  low  desire  ; 
Ere  yet  man  quitted  for  a  world  of  noise 

The  cloistered  quiet  of  the  settle  fire, 
Or  left  his  cherished  flower-beds,  to  fight 

Por  selfish   ends   which,   gain'd,   dissolve   in 
foam  ; 
But  found  for  consolation  and  delight 

The  simple  hospitality  of  home. 
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HUMILITY 

She  walks  not  with  uncertain  gait, 
Nor  hangs  her  head  in  shame  ; 

She  knows  her  strength,  if  small  or  great. 
And  honours  her  own  name. 

She  kneels  before  no  image  rude. 

God  is  her  only  law. 
Her  altar  is  Infinitude, 

And  there  she  bows  in  awe  I 
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THE   MOUNTAIN 

No  man  may  live  unto  himself,  and  yet 
How  poor  are  they  that  scorn  their  Olivet ! — 
Who,  in  their  turmoil,  seek  not  day  or  night 
The  sanctuary  of  the  mountain  height. 
Fulfilled  with  whose  indomitable  breath 
Long  time  ago  the  Lord  of  Nazareth 
Raised  up  the  fallen  and  subdued  the  strong, 
And  woke  the  stars  to  universal  song. 

Within  the  valley  spring  the  crops  of  care. 
The  harvest  of  corruption  ripens  there. 
There  all  the  hosts  of  arrogance  reside. 
And  Pleasure  wanders  hand  in  hand  with  Pride, 
Till  both  at  length  ingloriously  fall 
To  drink  awhile  their  own  fermented  gall 
And  strive  too  late  their  shattered  lives  to  save 
Before  they  perish  in  one  common  grave. 
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THE   MOUNTAIN 

Ye  men  of  England,  lo  !  your  souls  are  set 
Upon  the  world's  great  waste  of  ceaseless  fret ; 
Ye  men  who  toil  for  ever  in  the  mart, 
And  sell  for  that  which  is  not  bread  your  heart 
And  England's — to  the  mountains  lift  your  eyes  ; 
Oh  ravish  them  on  God's  eternal  skies. 
And  drink  the  living  water  full  and  free 
From  springs  and  fountains  of  infinity  ! 

Thence  came  your  strength.      Thence  came  the 

strength  of  Tyre ! 
But  ye  shall  share  with  her  the  funeral  pyre  ; 
But  ye  shall  plunge  your  own  beloved  home 
Into  the  ruin  and  the  wrack  of  Rome, 
If  ye,  amid  your  clamour  rough  and  rude. 
Despise  the  silent  mountain  solitude  ! 
Without  the  vision  must  the  faith  decay  ; 
Without  the  faith,  the  empires  pass  away. 
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A  PRAYER 

When  from  some  noisy  haunt  of  man 

I  step  into  the  quiet  night, 
And,  coolly  contemplating,  scan 

The  lamps  of  heaven  all  alight : 
Remorse  is  mine  that  e'er  I  trod 

In  ways  where  man's  mean  tumult  jars  ; 
Then  loud  my  spirit  cries  to  God — 

Grant  me  the  calmness  of  Thy  stars  ! 
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